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IhTragedieof Hamlet, 


So as a painted Tyrant Pyrrhus flood, 

And like a Nc wtrall to his will and matter^ did nothing. 

But as we often fee againft fome ftornie, 

A filencc in the Heauens, the Racke ftand (till, 

The bold windes fpeechleffe, and the Orbe below 

A* hufli as death : Anon the drcadfull Thunder 

Doth rend the Region. So after 7 J jrrhns paufe, 

A ro wiid Vengeance fcts him new a-worke^ 

And neuer did the Cyclops hammers fail 

O i Mars his Armours, forg'd for proofc Eterne, 

With Jeffe rcmorfe then Pyrrhm bleeding fword 

Now falles on Priam. 

Out, out, thou Strumpet-Fortune, all you Gods* 
In gencrall Synod take away her power : 
Brcake all the Spokes and Fallics from her wheele, 
Aud boule (he round Naue downc the hill of Hcauen, 
As low as to the Fiends* 
Pol, This is too long. 

Ham. rtfliaJito'thBarbars, with your beard* Pry- 
thee fay on : He's for a Iigge,or a tale or Baudry , or hee 
ileepes. Say on ; come to Hecuba. 

i. Play. But who,0 who, had feen the inobled Queen. 

Ham, The inobled Queene ? 

Pol That's good : Inobled Queene is good. 

l.VUj. Run bare-foot vp and downc, 
Threatningthe flame 

With BilTon Rhcumc : A clout about that head, 
Where late the Diadem flood, and for a Robe 
About her lanke and all ore-teamed Loincs, 
A blanket in th' Alarum of feare caught vp. 
Who this had leene, with tongue in Venome fteep\J, 
'Gainft Fortunes State,would Treafon haue pronoune'd? 
But if the Gods themfelues did lee her then, 
When /he fa w Pyrrhns make malicious fport 
In mincing with his Sword her Husbands limbes, 
The hftant Burft of Clamour that fhe made 
( Vnlefle things mortall moue them not at all) 
Would haue made milche the Burning eyes of Hcauen, 
And paffion in the Gods. 

Pol. Looke where he ha's not turn'd his colour, and 
ha's teares in's eyes. Pray you no more. 

Ham. /lis well, He haue thee fpcake out the reft, 
foone. Good my Lord, will you fee the Players wcl be- 
ftow'd, Doyehearejlet them be well vs'd; for they arc 
the Abftracls and brcefe Chronicles of the time. After 
your death, you were better haue a bad Epitaph, then 
their ill report while you lined. 

Pol. My Lord, I will vfe them according to their de- 
fart. 

Ham. GocJsbodykin3 man, better. VTeeuerieman 
after hss defart, andwhoihould fcape whipping : vfe 
them sfcer your own Honor and Dignity. Theleffethey 
deferue, the more merit is in your bountie. Take them 
in. 

Pol. Come firs, Exit Prion. 

Ham. Follo w him Friends:wee'l heare a play to mor- 
row. Doft thou heare me old Friend, can you play the 
murtber Q^gonz.ago> 
Play. I my Lord. 

Ham. Wec'lha't to morrow night. You could for a 
need ftudy a fpeech of fome dofen or tixteenelines,which 
1 would let downe,and mfert in'tf Could ye not ? 
PUy. IroyLord, 

Ham. Very well. FoHow that Lord, andlookcyou 
meek him not, My good Friends, He leaueyou til nighc 
you are welcome to Elfonower > 


Rofin* Good my Lord. 

UWanet Hamlet, 

Ham. I fo t God buy'ye : Now I am air 
Oh what a Rogue and Pefant flaue am I ? 
1$ it not monftrous that this Player hecre 
But in a Fixion,in a drearne of Paffion * 
Could force his foule fo to his whole cWeft 
That from her working,aIl his vifagc warmM 
Teares in his eyes, diftraaionin J s A fpeft 1 
A broken voyce,and his whole Funftion fui, • 
With Formes,to his Conceit ? And all for n ? 8 
For Hecuba? lorn °thin g? 

What's Hecuba to him,or he to Hecuba 
That he ftouid wcepe for her ? What w'ouU v 3 
Had he the Motiue and the Cue for paffion ' 
That I haue? He would drowne the Staqe Wnh i 
And ceaue the generall eare with horrid Z 'l Carcs > 
Make mad the guilty ,and apale the free, : 
Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed 
The very faculty of Eyes and Eares. Yet/ 
Adullandmuddy-nrtetledRafcall^peake ' 
Like Iohn a-drcames, vnpregnant of my caufe 
And can fay nothing : No,not for a King > 
Vpon whole property,and moft decre life 
A damn'd defeate was made. Am 1 a Coward * 
Who calles me Villaine t breakes my nate a - cro (Te , 
Pluckcs off my Beard,and blowcs it in my face- 
Tweakcs me by'ch'Nofe.^ giues me the Lve iWTK 
As deepc as to the Lungs? Who does me this > 
Ha? Why f (liould take it : for it cannot be 
But i am Pigeon-Liuer 3 d,and lacke Gall " 
To make Oppreflion bitter, or ere this 
I fhould haue fatted all the Region Kites 
With this SlauesOffall, bloudy • a Bawdy vilHne 
RsmorfelcfTe, r reachcrous,Lctthcrous, kindks village 
Oh Vengeance! 

Who? What an Afle am I ? I fnre,this is mod braue 
That I, the Sonne of the Deere furthered, 
Prompted to my Rcuenge by Heauen ,and Hell, 
Mu(t (like a Whorej vnpacke my heart with words 
And fall a Curfing like a very Drab, 3 
A Scullion? Fye vpon't : Foh. About my Braine. 
I haue heard, that gmity Creatures fitting at a Play, 
Haue by the very cunning of the Sccenc, 
Bene ftrooke lo ro the foule, thatprefently 
They haue proclaim'd their Malefactions. 
For Murther, though it haue no toogue,wili fpcake 
W ith moft myracuiouff Organ. He haue thefc Players, 
Play fomcthing like the murder of my Father, 
Before mine Vnkle. lleobferuehis lookes, 
He cent him to the quicke ; If he but blench 
I know mycourfe. The Spirit that Ihauefcene 
May be the Diuell, and the Diuel hath power 
T'affume apleafing ffiape^ yea and perhaps 
Out of my Weakneffe, and my Melancholly, 
As he is very potent with fuch Spirits, 
Abufes me to damne me. He haue grounds 
More Relatiue then this : The Play's the thing, 
Wherein He catch the Confcienccof the King. 

Enter King, Qttecne y Polonim, Ophelia, 
finer ance, Guildenjlem^ and Isrds/ 

King. And can you by no drift of circumfUnce 
Get from him why he puts on this Confufion ; 


Exit 


oet rrom mm wny ne puts on this Conn 
Grating fo harihly all his dayes of quiet 


With 
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^rj^^icnt and dangerous Lunacy. 

Rofn. Hedocsconfc(Tehefeeleshimfelfediftra£led, 
gut from what caufe he will by no meanes fpeake. 

Gtttl- Nor do we finde him forward to be founded, 
gut with a crafty Madncffe keepes aloofe : 
\Vhcn we would bring him on to fome ConfevTion 
Of bis true (tare. 

qh» Didhcrcceiueyouwell? 

Ho fm. Moft like a Gentleman, 

Guild* But with much forcing of his difpoficion. 

gofin. Niggard of queftion, but of our demands 
jjoft free in his reply, 

Qu. Did you aifay him to any pafiime ? 

%fw. M3dam,ic fo fell out, that cercaine Players 
\fjc ore-wrought on the way ; of theft we told him, 
frnd there did feemc in him a kindc of ioy 
fo heare of it : They are about the Courr, 
And (as I thinke) they haue already order 
This night to play before him. 

Pol. 'Tis moit true: 
And he befcech'd rr»e to intreate your Maiefties 
johearc^a^d fee the m^uer. 

Ri*g- With all my heart, and it doth much content me 
To heare him 10 incim'd. Good Gentlemen, 
Giue him a further eugc, and driuc his purpofc on 
To thefe delights. 

jgojin. Wefhalimy Lord. Exeunt., 

Ktng. Sweet Cjertru4e\cmc v$ too, 
For we haue clofdy fent for Hamlet hither, 
That he, as 'twere by accident, may there 
Affront Ophelia. Her Father.and my felfe(Iawful efpiah) 
Willfobeftow our felucs, that feeing vnfecne 
We may of their encoumer frankely iudge f 
And gather by hlm.as he is behaued, 
If cbe th'affiiCtion of his loue,or no. 
That thus hefurfei sfor.? 

Qr^ 1 (hall obey you, 
And tor your part Ophelia, I do wifh 
Th3t your good Beauties be the happy caufe 
Of HamLts wildenefle : fo fiiali I hope your Vertues 
Will bring him to his wonted way againe, 
To both your Honors. 

Ophe. Madam,! wifh it may. 

Pol. Ophelia, walke you heere. Gracious fo pleafe ye 
We will beftow our felues : Reade on this booke, 
That fhew of fuch an excrcife may colour 
Your lonclinefle. Yj e are ofc too blame in thi% 
Tis too much prou'd, that with Deuotions yifagc, 
And pious Action, we do fui ge o*re 
The diuell himlclfe* 

King. Oh'tistruc: 
How hnart a lafli that fpeech doth giue my Conference ? 
The Harlots Checke beauned wiih plaift'ring Art 
Is not more vgly to the thing that hclpesit, 
Then is my deede, to my molt painted word. 
Oh heauieburthf.n ! 

Pol. I heare him commingjet's withdraw my Lord. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Hamlet. 
Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the Queftion : 
Whether 'tis Nobler in the minde to fuffer 
The Slings and Arrowes of outragious Fortune, 
Or to take Arrr.es againfl a Sea of troubles, 
And by oppofing end them : to dye,to flecpe 
No more ; and by a flecpe, to fay we end 
The Heart-ake, and the thoufand Natural! fhoctes 


That Flefli is heyre too? 'Tis a cbnfumman^n 
Deuoutly to be wifh'd. To dye to flecpe, 
To Ccepe, perchance toDreame \ J, there's the rub 5 
For in that flecpe of death, what drcamcs may come, 
When we haue fhutflefd off this morrail code, 
MuPr giue vs pawfe. There's the refpeft 
That makes Calamity offo l©ng life : 
For who would beare the Wftip» and Scornes of time, 
The OpprcfTors wrong, the poore mans Contumciy, 
The pangs of difpriz'd Loue, the l.a Wes delay, 
The infolence ofOftice.and the Spumes 
That patient merit of the vnworthy takes, 
When he himfelfe might his guiettu make 
With a bare Bodkm ? Who would thefc Fardies beare 
To grunt and fweat vnder a weary life, 
But that thedtead of lomething atter death* 
The vndilcouered Countrcy, from whole Borne 
NoTraueller rctnrnes. Puzels the wdl, 
And makes vs rather beare thole dies we haue, 
Then {1/c to odiers that we know not of. 
Thus Conscience does make Cowards of vs all, 
And thus the Nstiue hew of Refolution 
Isfickhed o're, with the p?Ae cali of Thought, 
And enterprizes of great pith and moment, 
With this regard their Currants turne away, 
And loofc the name of Action, S^ft you tiOW r , 
ThefaircOp/W/^/' Nimph, in thy Onzons 
Ee all my hnnes remembred. 

Ophe. Good my Lord, 
How docs your Honor fortius many a day? 
Ham. I humbly thankc you : wel^well^well. 
Ophe. My Lord, I haue Remembrances of yours, 
That I haue longed long to rc-dehuer, 
I pray you now.receiue them. 

Him. No,no, 1 neucr gaucyou ouehr. 
Ophe. Myhonor'd Lord, I know right well vou did. 
And with them words of fo fwcet breath compost, 
r\s made thethings more rich, then perfume ktt : 
Take thefeagaine, for to the Noble minde 
Rich gifts w fix poore, when giuers proue ynkinde. 
There my Lord. 

Ham. Ha 5 ba : Are you honefij? 
Ophe. My Lord. 
Ham t Are you faire ? 
Ophe. Whac meanes your Lordfliip ? 
Ham That if you be honcft and faire, your Honefiy 
fl o ild admit nodifcourfe to your Beautie. 

Ophe. Could Beautie my Lord, haue better Comerce 
then your Honeftie ? 

Ham. 1 truhe : for the power of Berutie, will fooner 
transforme Honeftie from whnt it is > to a Bawd, then rhe 
force of Honeftie can tranflare Beautie into his likcnellc. 
This was fometime a Paradox, but now the time gmes it 
proofe* I didloueyou once. 

Ophe. Indeed my Lord, you made me beleeue fo. 
Ham. You ihould not hauebeiecucd me, Forv^rue 
cannot fi innocculatc our old ftockc^ but we lhall , e 1 1 i Cw 
of it. I loucd yo u not. 

Ophe, I was the more deceiued. 
Ham. Get theetoaNunnerie Why would'ft thouj 
bea breederofSinner$?Iammy felfeindifferein hon< ft, 
but yet 1 could accefc me of fuch thmgs^that it were bet- 
ter my Mother had not borne me. I am very prnir.d, te- 
I uengefuiL Ambitious, w:chmorc offences at my b<*cl e> 
then I haue thoughts to put ihem in i naginar^ru to giue 
them fhape^or time to acte them in # What fnould fach 


